LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN                  8l

should not meet the day after a quarrel. I
am sure that we should be perfectly amiable.
You have promised to appoint a day for me,
but you have not thought of it. Or you
have thought that it would be an indecorous
thing to do. It is that preoccupation in you
which is so often a cause of quarrel between
us. I may have said that you constrained
yourself a great deal to please me; I am in-
cessantly in a rage against this constraint
which, even in its most agreeable element,
conceals always a sad thought.

LXX.

PARIS, July, 1843,

I WENT to the country yesterday, and re-
turned very tired and very sad. Tired be-
cause I was bored, and sad because I was
thinking that it was a beautiful day lost.
Do you ever make such a reproach to your-
self? I hope not. At times I believe that
you feel all that I feel; then drawbacks come,
and I believe in nothing.
6ss. It
